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FIRST INSTALLMENT

CHAPTER I.

Dent Tbirclny:
Every individual voter feels that he

could Vim the nation better than those
appointed to do so by himself mid tlinu-fuim-

nf oilers lost like him. One voter
would put the tii riff higher than It ever
was before: the next would nhohsh it. l.ut,
whU hever type of thinker gets his cnn.ll- -

dates Into power, there remain always In
these United Slates millions of people who
Imve to be poor, dirty and discontented.

From this even a child would conclude
cither that a vast majority of people are
doomed to unhannlness by the Cod who
made them or that a vast majority ot pol- -

nicians are ineainiuiw Bun-miN-

the first conclusion, we know nothing; ;

but us to the second, we are certain be- -

yond peradveiiture. With mighty few ex-

ceptions, those whom we put over us to
govern us are the most Incompetent lot
of legislators and administrators In bis- -

tory. For the most part they are men
Vaguely trained to the law. They talk
better and oftcner on a greater variety of
topics than the average man who is inak. i

Ing or trying to make an honest living.
They make It their business to be con- -

splcuous, Instead of the opposite, und so
pet themselves elected. As a body of men
they know practically nothing about any-

thing useful or Important, and their small
minds are so tangled with the little law
they know that they are unable to see
through the tangle into the heart of law,
Which is Justice. If lawyers could be
counted on to do right the pawnbroker
down the Btreet and the shoemaker round
the corner would not have to be called
away from affairs, Important to them, to
sit on Juries and do Jifstlee.

Rut the thing goes deeper. What In each
voter's Judgment Is the one chief thing
that Is wrong with these United States?
There would be almost as many answers
as there are voters. I've asked lots of
men, and no two agreed, but I liked one
man's answer a lot. He said: "The chief
trouble with the country is that its citi-

zens have to pay tuxes when they '.ght
to be receiving dividends. And this," ho
said, "would be the case If from the start
we hnd been governed by our best minds
Instead of by our worst; If as a nation we
had been run from the beginning the way
Standard Oil, for Instance, has been run
as a trust."

I am not standing up for the rapaolous-nes- s

of trusts, only for their efllolency.
As a nation we have been more rapacious
and dishonest than any trust that ever
lived. This being fo. and a blot upon us
that can never be wiped out, a wrong of
our own doing that can never be righted,
it Is ten thousand pities that we haven't
been efficient, too.

How many billions of dollars was this
country worth, as land, coal, oil, forest,
gold, silver, Iron, etc., etc.? Only astron-
omers think in big enough figures to an-

swer that. Anyhow, as a nation we
grabbed, stole and cheated it all away from
the people who owned It. And then we
began to play ducks and drakes with it.
If from the start our resources could have
been handled by a Rockefeller ell ho
might be a thousand times richer than
he is, but we we would none of us be
poor. And our house would be clean and
efficient from garret to cellar, and not
gutted and creaky and full of vermin and
half the ceilings down.

Think of a whole country run as a trust,
with employment at more than a fair re-

turn for every d man, and fat
dividends for everybody In good years!
In such a state by force of public opin-

ion even a Tiryan might be made useful.
Even In Utopia there are offices which
have to be swept out.

If there is salvation ahead of us, In-

stead of ruin, something of this sort will
have to be worked out from what Is left
to us ot our natural resources

Fulling this those ot us who are rich
enough and contented enough as individ-
uals will he pulled down from our high
places and trampled by an unreasoning
mob until there Is no longer anything
stable nor anyone contented. The air of
this great city which we breathe is 10

per cent air and 1)0 per cent revolution. In
other parts of the country the percentage
ot revolution is greater.

The only man with sufficient mind and
power to effect anything good is yourself.
I)ut If you personally were to prcaeh the
gospel of efll"'ency people would think
you were working, to put It bluntly, for
your own pocket. This gospel then os-

tensibly must not come from you. It must
not come from the rich. From whom
then? From the poor, you answer. I'.ut
alas, my friend, even the champions of
the poor are open to suspicion.

This gospel then must come from
where? Why. from heaven, of course,
whence all good gospels have come, or are
generally believed to have come And.
seeing thnt we ore In America, where
the women are given the best of every-
thing, our heaven-sen- t messenger must
be a worran.

I see your gesture ot horror. T!ut she
shall not be as you see her. She shall be
young and beautiful and good and sin-

cere. She shall not speak her own
thoughts but ours The masses will be-

lieve In her The classes may. and If
they don't they will have sense enough to
pn tend to.

With you to help, 1 believe, upon my
nr,1 nf honor flint T can make this thin

happen. Will you help? What do you
think?

Tours ever.
M1I.ES STILLITER.

To this letter Professor Stilliter re- -

ceived the following answer by return
messenger:
Dear Stilliter:

I'll help if you can answer one thing sat-
isfactorily. To be a successful gnspelitt
the woman, as you Intimate, must be sin-
cere. She must believe what she preaches.
If she Is sincere, how can she tell people
that she comes from heaven? You say
she must come from heaven-I- n order to
believe. It Is quite a rigmarole. I know
that you have been thinking and experi-
menting for years toward some such end
as this. But I am a business man, and I
have to be shown

Tours with sincere interest. B
Professor Stilliter answered to this:

Pear Barclay:
She only has to believe that she comes

from heaven. If she can be made to be-
lieve that, are you satisfied? S.

That n:ght the two men met by ap-

pointment. Outlining his plan, atd
occasionally going Into detail. Profes-
sor Stilliter talked raridly fr almost

n-- hiiiFa ctnrnipf till thp
west stcod on his brow and fc!s rolce

began to fail niui. He finished wit'i
these words: "And foi a few of U9, as
a mere side Issue, there's billions
In It."

Gordon Barclay remained fci a long
time iii profound thought

"Tin re is ns you say.' lie said at
last, billions in it. Vet it 1 was sure
that we could make it happen, really
nuke ,,VP,.vl)0(ly cont,.iited and not

.

poor, I d bo content to Kive up every
thing 1 have already, and I could dio
happy."

"So would I,' exclaimed Stilliter
hurriedly. "Hut I'd rather make the
world happier and myself with It.
Wouldn't you?"

Harclay shook" his heavy shoulders,
lifted his Uoncsquo head and smiled.

"Ol course," he said, "I was dream-

ing. 1 believe the thing can be done.
And without any sacrifice whatever,
either spiritual or material."

"It will take a long time "

"I understand that. You have to
teach her almost frtun the beginning."

"I don't teach her exactly. I make
her believe."

"Have you a child tn view?"
"Now that you're with me, I shall

soon Iruftone,"
"What are the chances against us?"
"Outy' these: That before we bring

her to earth tc preach our gospel you
are deed, or I am, or the revolution
has f,'

' 'icy come, and borne a differ
ent atiu better fruit for us all "

Professor Miles Stilliter was never
Idle, except when he was asleep. On a
certain morning In the spring ot 1900

Professor Stilliter, having mislaid his
glasses, was unable to tell what time
It was, though he held his watch as
near to his eyeball as he could with-

out touching It. It was, however, his
usual time for beginning the day, tor
at that moment his valet brought in
the morning papers.

The following headline In a New
York newspaper almost immediately
caught his eye, and put an end to any
further search foi news:
"TRAGIC END OF A EUGENIC RO-

MANCE.

"Brilliant John Amesbury, Who Mar-

ried One of America's Greatest Beau-- .

ties, Killed by a Trolley Car Wid-

ow, Prostrated by Newt, Not Ex-- .

pected to Recover."
A cut of a handsome young man

and a beautiful young woman lent to
thrs unusual Item ot news a tinge of
real tragedy.

Professor Stilliter was out ot bed in
a twinkling of an eye.

The late John Amesbury's house was
at Scarsdale. On the morning In which
this narrative opens a numbei of vil-

lage boys were pulling off a dog fight
in the quiet country road that bor-

dered the narrow front lawn. Tommy
Steele, aged twelve, hearing this
racket from afar and full ot the trag-
edy which had overtaken the kind and
friendly people in the big house, came
up on a dead run. His efforts to Inter-
fere with the sport and to secure
peace and quiet lor the sick woman in
the nouse were not met with approval,
and indeed foi a moment it ookea us
It the noise of the aog ftgnt was going
to be swelled by the noise of a boy
fight, a dozen to one. Fortunately for
Tommy, the door of the nouse opened,
and a trained nurse, with a long face
and a domineering eye, came running
down the front walk with an express-io-

n so ominous and formidable that,
w ithout a word spoken the dogs were
dragged apart and the boys made olt
at high sjiced. Something in Tommy's
face attracted the nursed attention.
She was far kinder than she looked.

"Do you want anything?" she said.
"The papers said," said Tommy,

"that Mrs Amesbury wouldn't get
well." He said no more, but his whole
attitude and expression was a poign-
ant question. The nurse laid her hand
suddenly on his brown head, patted
clumsily, shook her ow n head just the
veriest trifle and hurried tack to the
house.

A shadow fell upon Tommy, and ne
found himself looking into the Im-

mense, thick-rimme- glasses of Pro-
fessor Stilliter. Intuitively the boy
and the man disliked each other Pro-
fessor Stilliter would have rather
asked almost any other small boy if
that was the Amesbury house. Tommy
would have preferred to tell almost
any other man that it was. Professor
Stilliter, his question answered, moved
energetically upon the house, and from
the nwJd who answered the bell in-

quired lor the latest bulletin ot Mrs.
Amesbury. He stepped forward as If
to enter the house, and the servant
made the least show In the world of
shutting the door la his face. Pro-
fessor Stilliter turned reluctantly
away and heard the closing ot the
door.

At that moment a buggy driven
furiously, stopped at the front gate,
and, thanks to his glasses, which gave

la helpless eyes an almost hawklike
vision. Professor R.ilhur recognized
Doctor Wainwngiii, an old acquaint-
ance if not a frirrj.

"Glad to see ou.' said Professor
titllliter. "Are you In charpe here?"

"Yes," said Doctor Wainwrlght.
"Then you can ht lp me, and r.cbodv
se con 1 rever knew Amesbury. 1

"n't hn0 bl wlr But eugenut

' was immensely Interested In their
mr.rriar.e. and i have 8 deep scientific
interest in seeing the daughter Now
at such a time as this 1 could not very
v 1 11 force myself Uxin fhe Household,
bi.l if you could slip me In with you
ns a consulting physician 1 will he im-

mensely obliged to you, and there will
bo no talk of splitting fees. '

Hotter Walnu right smiled and nod
dod

i'he object ot Professor Stllllter's
interest was not hard to find. She
was sealed, forlorn and disconsolate,
upon tho bottom step of tne front
stair. Pooler Wainw right picked her
up In his nrms and kissed her He
made hi r shake hands with Professor
Stilliter.

Professor St ill t tot ootilu nof conceal
j the fact that the child'j appearance lie

lighted him, and that his appearance
did not fimtsh liei with the same de-

light affected him no more than a

duck's back is affected by water. She
had been loo well brought up and car
rli'd her three or four years with too
much dignity to run from lilm and
hide, as her Instincts prompted her.
She did not resist when he lifted her
from the (loot, asked her age and Bald,
"My, how heavy she was!" She winced
a little anil llinched a little when ho
prodded her arms and chest and felt
with evident admiration the firm and
chubby calves of her legs, and when
he made het open her mouth and
looked in and murmured, "Colossal "
Hut when he aske.d wouldn't she show
him the pretty house in which she
lived, she did bo gladly, for It seemed
to put an end to being handled.

for his immediate purpose Profes-
sor Stilliter did not need to penetrate
beyond the cheerful living room, for
here his eyes at once Blngled out from
many three photographs, In which
justice had pralty nearly been done,
not only to his small companion, bur
to her famous father and her mother

"What is that funny thing on the
piano?" asked l'rofessor Stilliter. Tho
little girl looked In the direction in-

dicated, and told him that It was a
Chinese "ephelent.'

During the moment In which he had
succeeded In diverting her attention
the young man had slipped the three
photographs In their folded leather
frame Into one of hii capacious pock-

ets. His mission in the house fin-

ished, he asked her It she would give
him a kiss. This was a thing which,
it seemed to her she could neither ac-

cord nor refuse. She simply burst Into
tears. The professot shrugged his
great shoulders, grunted like a pig and
abruptly took his departure

Still weeping, the little girl found
her way to a piazza that opened oft
the living room and a few moments
lutet Tommy Steele, still lingering
ubout the premises, traced the lnlantile
walls to their source The sight ol his
sympathetic face above the veranda
railing, across which he had thrown
one leg, started tears again, for he wTas

her best friend In the world, and she

The Abduction of the Child,

wished to tell nim all about the wlckec
man w ith the black rimmed spectacles
Tommy took her on his knee and
listened and gave comfort. Presently
he took from his pocket a little rag
doll, and. very shyly, for now that he
looked at It again, it seemed a poor
gift, he offered it to her.

CHAPTER II.

There was silence In the room, at
once so rich and repressed in Its mold-
ings and furnishings, where Gordon
Ilarclay received and gave orders to
sued of bis fellow millionaires as were
in his confidence.

Semmes and Sturtevant, of all men
deepest in his confidence, were
strangely moved. The great man for
ance had not been dealing with facts
but with fancies. Very quietly and
earnestly he had been painting tor
them that terrific future to which, as
he saw It, the restless forces ot the
world were driving.

It m.'lV h9VH hppfl thnt fllo
0, Pnjfi:Mor StiInter ,n the room ha.
a kind cf hypnotic effect upon the two
men. He stood in shadow against the
we'nsittin;. and his eyes never left

flhe bai k of their heads.
At f.rst Harclay showed them some

of the achievements ot capita! steam-
ers too great to be tossed by the
waves, interminable freight ' trains
creeping over high trestles, square

Bit t&: r !

She Never Recalled the

miles of corrugated Iron roofs, the
chlmnes belching black smoke;
streets as bright at midnight as at
noon, and as crowded.

And then ho showed them somo of
the failures of capilnl nieti und wom-

en starving In hundreds, rotting of
disease or perishing of sheer disap-

pointment and despair. Hread lines,
soup kitchens he showed them; roof-

less ni'.'ii dying of exposure. And then
in sw ift flashes ho showed them, stand-

ing upon a soap box at tho corner of

a slum, a man In tattered rags, with
the forehead of the first Napoleon
the lion roar voice of Mlraheau a man
who spoke to the wretched and tho
unfortunate, and tho Idle and the mis-

chievous, anil filled their hearts with
fire and passion and hate.

He showed those same men, armed
with guns, with poles, with machetes,
with hammers, Btopplng a limoimino
on Fifth avonue, dragging out an old

man in a fur-line- coat and hanging
him, more dead than alive, to Is
nearest lamppost. He showed them
that same crow d, ever growing in num-

bers aim anger, tearing a policeman t

pieces; he showed them banks an
othei strongholds ol capital that rose
suddenly heavenward In puffs of

gray smoke, and were
not.

And he Bhowed them themselves
fleeing by night, in disguise, a price
upon them, dead ot alive; and he
showed them Napoleou-Mlrabea-

bringing order out of chaos, and pre-

paring to Hold what he had taken, now
begging, now commanding, now
wheedling, now killing, and then he
showed them battles and leaping can-

non and at last a white flag raised
over a fortress, and themselves per-

sonally, all three, in tho uniform of
generals, led forth blindfolded and
bound , and stood with their backs
against a whitewashed wall.

Finally Sturtevant looked his friend
and master in the face and said:
"Well, what's the answer?"

"1 think," said Ilarclay, "that I have
devised a remedy which shall serve
us all. Mr Stilliter."

As Professor Stilliter advanced Mr.

Harclay said to the others: "The
world's greatest psychologist."

"You do not have to tell us that'
pah) Semmes, and they bowed to the
professor.

"Well," said Harclay, "let's have a
look at her."

Professor Stilliter drew from his
pocket a folded picture framo of red
leather.

"Hut," said Sturtevant, "what Is the
remedy?'-

For answer Harclay simply touched
the photograph of the little Amesbury
pirl with the tip of his finger.

"She is the answor," he said, "but,
by the way, Stilliter, what do you hear
of the mother?"

Professor Stilliter shrugged his shoul-

ders very slightly.
"Dead?"
"Dying."
Harclay was not unmoved. "Shu

thinks," he said, "that she is only dy-

ing of grief. As a matter of fact, she
is taking a great place in the march
of events."

"What are the child's habits?"
"She has a nap, ' said Professor Stil-

liter, "from 10 to 10:30, and from
3 to 3:30. At other times she is
mostly out ot doors with her nurse.
There is a wood back of the house, in
which she nas a playhouse, a seesaw,
etc. If you w ished to see het it would
he a simple matter, but 1 am ready to
stake my reputation on her. She Is

absolutely cut to our plan."
"Which," said Semmes, "Is bo far a

complete mystery to Sturtevant and
myself. '

CHAPTER III.

In spite of Proftisor Stilllter's guar-

anty, the triumviiate, as they were
both popularly and unpopularly called,
determined to hae a look at the little
Amesbury girl for themselves Togged
out in Indian dress so that she re-- s

mbled the ornamental side of a cent,
itiey found the obj'tt of their search.

"Well," he said brusquely "am I

ruht? Is s'.-- the f ..est child you ever
raw. or isn't she? J st the breadth
cf her skull above t!.? ears."

He would have t' : :hed her. but she

ever, spoke to her si.a Fhowed ne thet
fear ncr aversion, ciy a pleasant

Long Drive Into the Woods.

"1 have never seen you before.' he
said, "hut I am very fond of llttlo
girls, and since I have none ot my

own 1 do hut propose to lost) sight of
you In a hurry."

Tho little Amesbury girl was of an
age when most Impression do not
long survive. She w ould mil her re-

member her father nor her mother nor
her nurse, nor her Indian dress, nor
the playhouse, nor the seesaw in tho
woods; but always she had a vague
recollection of three great and Impo-
rtant personages, who treated her as
If she were more Important than they
were, and who on parting from her
bowed over her chubby, dimpled hand
and kissed It for all tho world us If sho
had been a princess. It wasn't exactly
i recollection, either, for sho did not
remember their faces nor how they
came into her life, nor how they de-

parted. It was moro like a dream,
only fragments of which here anil
there survive In tho waker's mind. It
wasn't altogether a pleasant dream.
There mingled with It a certain some-

thing of tho essence of a nightmare.
Wbether It was nnother man In tho
background or some monstrous beast
with extraordinarily largo, hlack-rliunie- d

eyes she did not know,
It is curious that she should remem-

ber a little of all this and nothing of
that message which camo presently
from the house a, message brought
by one servant to another and crudely
blurted forth In the hearing of a child.

"Come quick, Mary, and bring the
baby; the missus is dead." She does
not remember running to tho house,

between two women, dragged by the
hand, and If she did It Is most likely
that she should remember only tho
novelty of the swift locomotion, and
not the reason that called for It.

The little Amesbury girl continued
to live on In her father's house. The
law suld she might until things wore
straightened out. There were no rela-

tives to Interfere.
Hut It wuh a strango life. There

was no longer any discipline In the
house; even tho trained liurso had
to go. The servants began to neglect
their work and to amuse themselves.

Hut being neglected by nurse had Its
advantages, for Tommy Steele came
every day to play with her, and often
many times lu one day. He was a
much better nurse than nurse was.
He took good care of one all the time,
and she loved him with all her heart.
Once nurse told them that they could
pluy hide und seek In the wood it they
would be very good r.d not get lost
or wet or let rotten trees fall on them
or wasps sting them. And that was a
morning to be remembered in many
ways. Tommy Steele was always "It."

At first she would hide behind the
nearest tree and make a great deal
ot noise and peek out to see if Tommy
was hunting lor her or not. Hut grad-
ually she learned to keep mum, and to
tuck berselt Into very small places, or
to move quiit ly or to keep mousy still.

(iraduall) she hid with more and
more boldness, running quite long dis-

tances before she called "cuckoo," and
tiio last tlmo she went to hide she ran
a long way, and Just when sho had
dodged behind a big white oak and
was going to call "cuckoo" she found
herself looking Into the gnat, round,
black rimmed glasses of Professor Stil-

liter. Hefore she could scream ho

had seized her around the waist with
his left arm and had muzzled her with
his right hand. Then he picked her
up and started to run. As the hand
over her mouth prevented her scream-
ing, she simply opened her mouth
and bit It.

In his rage and pain Professor Stil-

liter almost dropped her. He snatched
his bitten hand from bcr mouth, and
she b( gan to scream at the top of her
lungs, to struggle and kick and to
make herself limp between times. And

once she twisted clean away from the
arm that had her round the waist.
Still she was only a little child, and
Tommy Steele saved her. He came
out upon them in a shower of broken
twigs, hatless and bleeding from an
altercation with a greenbrier. Pro-

fessor Stilliter did not at once realize
that he was only being attacked by a
small boy. He let go of the little girl
completely, then tiled to catch her,
as he realized the caliber of his as
sallant, tr so doing, his attention mo-

mentarily diverted, received a savage
kick on the ankle bone and something
like twenty-fiv- blows upon the head
and face. During thia assault Profti

sor Stlllltcr's glasses were knocked
iroin nis nose.

It wiu ns if, lor his Kins, some su-

pernatural power had struck him
stone blind

CHAPTER IV.
That nli:lit about twelve o'clock

nurse's hcil in ihe little Amesbury
girl's room was empty. The house was
III darkness, except for Ihe kitchen
From this came sounds of revelry and
of a talking machine. The liltle Ames-
bury girl dreamed that u man with
Immense, black rimmed ejes was
bending over her und she waked with
a scream.

Fur once In her life she had dreamed
true, for Professor Stilliter 'a.is bend-
ing over Her. itiicl the lingers of his left
hand were clasped almost chokingly
about lor haliv throat. In his right
Ham! lie held licfo.te her eyes a lump
of rock onsta! the sle ami shape ot H

hell's egg. The crystal nppiared to
exercise an Instant taseltiaMoii upon
her. She forgot that she was afraid
and that she wanted to scream for
help. She even forgot tho presence of
Professor Stilliter. She thought,

that she was all alone ami that
somebody had opened n door through
which she was at liberty to look into
fain land.

Very far away she heard a voice
that said very quietly "Now you eun'l

'scream.
(if course she tried to, and found

that she couldn't.
"And new," said tho voice, "you

can't do anythlio; unless I tell you to.
(let up ' She slipped obediently out
of boil.

"Dress yourself," said tho voice.
For Ihe first time in lier baby life

the little Anieslniry girl dressed
self. She even tied her own hair rib-
bon in a presentable bow knot and bub
toned her own tiny hoots.

"Now, give mo your hand," he said,
"and don't make any noise." He led
her downstairs and out Into the night

She never afterward recalled any-
thing of the Journey to the north
woods which sho made with Professor
Stilliter. The long automobile ride,
the Montreal express held up between
stations, the long drive info the woods,
and, niter that, when they had come
to tho end of tho road, tint long, toil-
some up-aii- down hill tramp, through
which she rodo first on the shoulders
of one man and then on tho shoulders
of another, until the party camo tc
a wild spot at the foot of the cliff.
Here, in the warm spring sunshiuo
on ledges of rock, a number ot drowsy
rattlesnakes were coiled in a horrid
mass. She docs not remember that
here, as if wailing for her, were three
men who wore black masks over thell
faces.

When the men who had brought her
to the foot of the cliff had gone, with
tho exception ot Profossor Stilliter,
tho three masked men removed their
masks. So thnt when Professor Stil-

liter withdrawn a little so that she
should not see him first ot all and be
frightened, told her to wake up, she
looked Into tho friendly fnces of Hap
clnj, Semmes and Sturtevant.

Harclay advanced with great cere-
mony, dropped on one knee before het

i' JM" !.!.! 11

mi i
ifiirwj

l Z-- i la

The Child's Appearance Delighted
Him.

and kissed her hand for all tho world
as If she hud been a princess. Tlien
Sturtevant camo forward and did like-
wise, and then Semmes.

Although Professor Stilliter had told
her to wake up, tho spell of the crystal
was stI upon hir like drowsiness
after sleep To reduce her once more
to a complete state cf hypnosis it was
only necessary for Mm to say quietly,
"Go to again."

What looked like a portion of solid
cliff ruse suddenly, without any sound,
and disclosed a black passage that ap-

peared to lead to the bowels of the
earth. In the mouth of this passage-
way stood a handsome woman, a little
under middle age. There was a dia-

mond star in her dark hair, and she
wore a white garment that fell from
her shoulders In stately folds like
those of a Itoman toga. She came for-

ward, caught the little Amesbury girl
up lovingly in her arms, turned, and,
without a word, walked back into the
passageway and disappeared. For a
long time the sound of her sandaled
feet upon the rocky floor could be
heard. Then the portion cf
the cliff slid slowly and noiselessly
back Into place, and the four men who
remained without turned somewhat
slowly to each other.

Harclay was the first to break the
-- ilence. "Gentlemen." he sai l, "fifteen
years from today she will have that
cavern and bring the world to tiX
feet and to ours "

tT ) I',!-- CONTINUED.)


